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Brothelful of wisemen 
Society of whores 
All exist in the Dragon's 
breath 
Quenching flames of intimate 
war 
White collar criminals 
Blue collar saints 
On their old worn masks 
Chips of identical paint 
Greyish-greenish-brownish 
blue eyes 
Rainbow of toes 
Pitch and pale bodies 
Ax or mushroom nose 
Loyalty craftily used 
To kill and destroy 
Transforming the heart 
Into a blue-steel toy 
We all live together 
With our neighboring gods 
Until a single finger pushes 
button 
Calling the Final shot. 
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Unmarked 
Oderint dum metuant 
A man passed through my life 
(''Let the Games begin!"). 
a Gentle kiss-
an Inner warmth glows. 
Venemously persistent words-
the Walls about it grow. 
,. 
at the End he left upon request; 
Yes, Bittersweet. 
an Assortment of men fell 
before, 
Countless fools will follow. 
Oh! How delicious is the 
prize-
Not one has ever gone 
Unmarked, 
I doubt one ever shaJi. 
Quantum mutatus ab illo. 
P.S. This IS sarcastic! 
By Nina de Step 
Rainmaking Visit The MagiD BuS 
The rain taps at my window 
as the broken ribs of branches 
fall 
rebelliously to the ground be 
low 
and I just wanted to sleep. 
The storm is crouched outside 
like a mad dog growling 
ready to attack, 
then the night becomes a 
whisper 
right before the earth 
contracts. 
The rain is falling harder now 
upon my mind 
like a problem only a dream 
can solve, 
I sense the lonliness 
of this scattered town 
I sense the emptiness 
as the world becomes an 
open-mouthed scream 
and I 
I just wanted to sleep. 
By Robin Maggy 
, '" Chanticleer 
Staff: 
Don't Forget. ... 
Friday 
at 6:00 p.m. 
River City Cafe! 
~ 
By Elvis K. Jones 
Staff Writer 
Take the time and make the 
effort to head into Garden City 
some night and go to the Magic 
Bus. It's right off of Highway 17,in 
front of the A&P. 
Don't let the name fool you. 
It's not another '60s and '70s ori-
ented music club. Not at all. The 
Bus runs on alternative, new music. 
You don't have to worry about 
some round-up of bogus has-beens 
covering those old boring songs the 
radio statons regurgitate again and 
again. Nope, not at the Bus. There 
you'll catch new, up-and-coming 
bands playing their own music. 
The Magic Bus isn't the big-
gest club around, but it suffices. 
The stage, being basically an exten-
sion of the dance floor, enables an 
interaction between performer(s) 
and crowd rarely experienced. It 
creates an energy long overdue for 
this area. Plus, when you're hot and 
thirsty from dancing, you can ca-
reen right up to the bar and not miss 
one iota of the action. 
You'll see a lot of punk rock-
ers, dead heads and surf/skate types 
at the Bus. Everyone's usually 
pretty mellow, and, if nothing else, 
you can amuse yourseJfby encoun-
tering a freak or two while there. 
So, do yourself a favor: charge 
the Magic Bus in Garden City and 
expand the 01' auditory catalog. 
Tell 'em Elvis K. sent ya. 
p •••••••••••••••••••• ~ 
I I 
I I 
: Just A Suggestion : 
I I 
I • Listening to the sound of thunder I 
II Wonder how far away it is? I ask you I 
. you sigh 
• and spell out the alphabet on my stomach I 
• We need the rain, you say • 
• it's been much too hot here • 
• perhaps it would cool us off • 
• I suggested a drought instead, I 
• I 
: By Robin Maggy = 
• • ~...•••.............. ~ 
Onions and Cadillacs 
By William McGuire 
Staff Writer 
Just the other night I was lis-
tening to a Georgia farmer as he 
was being interviewed on the eve-
ning news. His farm produced 
Vidalia onions and he obviously 
took pride in his crop. He even 
went so far as to say that the Vidalia 
onion was the "Mercedes-Benz" of 
onions. 
As soon as I heard those last 
words I realized that something 
was wrong. It just didn't sound 
right. Of course! The farmer had 
made a mistake. He should have 
said that the Vidalia onion was the 
"CADILLAC" of onions. All good 
Americans know that when using 
the name of an automobile to de-
scribe something as the best of its 
kind the propername is "Cadillac." 
When I was fourteen, my 
brother and I bought an old beat up 
1947 Willys jeep with our paper 
route money. In our struggle to 
keep the old jeep running we would 
often walk down to the corner to get 
some technical advice from Mike. 
Mike was the owner and head 
mechanic of the local Union 76 
service station and he was an 
American in the truest sense. He 
wore overalls and would wipe the 
grease off his hands and the sweat 
off his round face with the same red 
handkerchief that was always 
hanging half way out of his old 
pocket. 
One day Mike was telling us 
where we could get some old 
junkyard parts when we told him 
we had found an auto parts store 
that actually had some brand new 
parts that would fit the old jeep. 
Mike looked at us approvingly and 
said "Oh, you're going to "Cadil-
lac" it, huh?" That's right. We 
were going to do a first rate job and 
Mike knew just how to say it 
There are some other Ameri-
can ways of saying things that we 
should all be familiar with. When 
a person is the best in his area of 
expertise, he is the "Babe Ruth" of 
that field. For example, Pele was 
referred to as the "Babe Ruth" of 
soccer, and Julius Irving was re-
ferred to as the "Babe Ruth" of 
basketball. 
If an event represents a field's 
highest level of competition then it 
is the "World Series," or the 
"Superbowl," of that field. For 
instance, Wimbledon is the 
"World Series" of tennis, and the 
America's Cup is the "Superbowl" 
of sailing. These are just a couple 
of the more basic American phrases 
that we should all be able to use 
effectively, and it is very important 
not to ever get them confused. 
This may all seem rather triv-
ial, but if you want to be able to 
communicate with normal people 
without sounding like a nut, or id-
iot~ you' 11 take note. 
Letmeputitthisway.IfIwere 
to take myoid truck to a garage for 
repairs and was greeted by a me-
chanic who told me he 'd be right 
with me as soon as the last play of 
the Superbowl (the "Wimbledon" 
of football) was over, I'd have a 
couple of doubts about this fella. If 
he tried to assure me of his exper-
tise by saying that he was the 
"Baryshnikov" of auto mechnics, 
1'd have even more doubts. And if 
he told me to have a Perrier, which 
is the "BMW" of waters, while I 
waited 1'd be out of the door in 
search of a regular guy like Mike. 
Mike would offer me water 
from a cooler and then set out to do 
a "Cadillac" job on my truck. Now 
that's language I can understand. 
Do We Have Freedom? 
By Elvis K. Jones 
Staff Writer 
We were talking about Jesse 
Helms and his stipulations on free-
dom and liberty the other day in a 
class and my teacher wondered 
whether the US of A may end up 
behind a wall while those Eastern 
Bloc countries breathed in their 
fresh freedoms. 
That Helms guy blows my 
mind every time I read about him. 
His views mostly seem to be 
counter-liberty. Nevertheless, his 
ideas are well-articulated, and 
amazingly, met with incredible 
approval. He is the front man in a 
crusade to stop public funding of 
the arts. Mind blower. But I don't 
want to write about him. 
I wantto write a bit about some 
things that have happened or are 
happening that limit freedom. 
We aren't free to not wear seat 
belts. Of course it is prudent to do 
so, but I don't think the govern-
ment has any business making us 
wear them. 
Some people would have you 
sent to jail for exercising your free-
dom of speech by burning a flag. 
Of course most people wouldn't 
dream of burning what symbolizes 
freedom and liberty, but then again, 
it's not for the government to say 
we cannot. 
Some people would make 
abortion illegal. Of course no one 
wants to have abortions, it is an 
extremely painful experience, but 
the decision to have one is no one's 
but the woman's. That decision is 
not to be made by the government. 
I even heard that here in South 
Carolina, before becoming gover-
nor, you MUST believe in a su-
preme being. You cannot hold that 
office if you are an atheist. Mind 
blower. Now, I would rather have 
as governor one who has some 
monotheistic convictions, but that 
really doesn't have any bearing on 
whether one is capable of assuming 
such responsibilities. Isn't some-
thing about "separation of church 
and state" written somewhere? 
Oh well ... Anyway, start think-
ing about what's going on around 
you. Do what you can to ensure 
liberty. You really don't know 
what you've got until it's gone. 
• ••••••••••••• 
Alphabet Soup 


















































Steve Win wood. 







On the Air. 







Rock Around the Clock. 
Cat Scratch Fever. 
Frank Sinatra. 














Dust in the Wind. 













New Kids on the Block. 
Bad Company. 
Chubby Checker. 
China Girl. 




